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ODES-TO KIEN LONG; 


/ THE PRESENT EMPEROR OF CHINA ; 
3 | 
"THE QUAKE RS, A TALE; 
To A FLY DROWNED INA BOWL OF PUNCH; 


ODE TO MACMANUS, TOWNSEND, AND FEALOUS, 


THE THIEF=-TAKERS; 


3 


TO CALIA.—TO A PRETTY MILLINER.—TO THE FLEAS 


OF TENERIFFE.—TO SIR WILLIAM HAMILTON —TQ _ 


MY CANDLE, Oc. Oc. ©, 
— — 
BY 


PETER PINDAR, ESU 


« Yes, let us ſtrike the Lyre, and ſing, and rhyme; 

« By far the wiſeſt Way of ſpending Time.” | 
80 fays ANACREON, my dear KIEN Lows; 

Let BxITAIN then, and Caixa, hear our Song. 


Ara Bagfiror Jornaw, &c. ANACREON, 
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7. 


TO THE 


EMPEROR OF CHINA. 


DEAR KIEN LONG, 


Ar length an opportunity preſents itſelf for 


converſing with the ſecond PoTENTATE upon 
earth, Gzorce the THIRD being moſt undoubt- 
edly the jr/2, although he never made verſes. 
Thy praiſes of Movxven, thy beautiful little 
Ode to Tza, &c. have afforded me infinite de- 
light; and to gain my plaudit, who am rather 
difficult to pleaſe, will, I aſſure thee, be, 1 a fea- 
ther in thy imperial cap. 


Principibus placuiſſe viris, non ultima laus eff. 


; Praiſe from a BARD of my poetic ſpirit, 
Proclaims indeed no fmall degree of merit. 


Excuſe this piece. of egotiſm—it is natural, and 


juſtified by the ſublimeſt authorities. What ſays 


VIRGIL ! ? 


« Tentanda via ia eft qua me guogue pofſim 
4 Tollere humo, victorque virum volitare per ora. 


3 . * What, 


Ga] 


What, likewiſe, LucrtT1vs ? 


« Infignemgue meo capiti petere inde coronam 
% Unde prius nulli velarunt tempora Muſe.” 


What, alſo, Ovip? 
9 Jamque opus extgi,” & c. 
What, moreover, HoR Ack? 


« Exegi monumentum ere perennius, &c. 


What, Exxivs ? 


« Nemo me e decoret nec funera fietu,” &c. 


What, again, the great Father of Poetry, Honk, 
in his delightful Hymn, that ſome impudent 


Scholiaſts declare he never wrote! 7 


— Ti; NH ang TY AOIANN 

Ex dad · re; v Tiw pH H] 
Tu@A%; arng* 61x47 of xi i TOaATANCETTN® 

Tg T4 terte du a agrtusow Aoidai. 


which, vith a few preceding lines omitted in the 
quotation, I thus a little Pry and 


beautifully tranſlate : 


Should CUR1os1ITY at times enquire 
Who ſtrikes with ſweeteſt art the Musk's lyre; 
This be thine anſwer “ A poor man, ſtark blind; 
An aged minſtrel that at CHIOs dwells, 
Who ſells and ſings his works, and fings and ſells, 
And leaves all other poets far behind.” 


So much for my profound learning in defence 
of egotiſm ; for where is the man that does not 


rank himſelf amongſt his own admirers ? | 
Nov 


. ; | 2 
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Now to the point. —As LoRD MAcaRTN EV, 
with his moſt ſplendid retinue, is about to open 
a trade with thee, in the various articles of tin, 
blankets, woollen in general, &c. &c. in favour 
of the two Kingdoms; why might not a literary 
commerce take place between the GREAT KIEN 
Lo, and the no leſs celebrated PETER Pix- 
DAR? Thou art a man of rhymes—and ſo am 
I. Thou art a genius of uncommon verſatility— 
fo am I. Thou art an enthuſiaſt to the Muſes— 
ſo am I. Thou art a lover of novelty—ſo am 
I. Thou art an idolater of Royalty—ſo am J. 
With ſuch congeniality of mind, in my God's 
name, and thine, let us ſurprize the world with 
an interchange of our lucubrations, both for its 
improvement and delight. And to ſhew thee 
that I am not a literary ſwindler, unable to repay 
thee for goods I may receive from thy Imperial 
Majeſty, I now tranſmit ſpecimens of my talents, 
in Ode, Ballad, Elegy, Fable, and Epigram. 


I am, dear KIEN LONG, 


Thy humble Servant and brother Poet, 


P. PINDAR. © 


ODES TO KIEN LONG. 


\ 


S 


PETER complimenteth KIEN LoNG on his peetical talent, 
and condemneth the want of literary taſte in Weſtern 
Kings. 


i EmMmP*ROR, PRINCE oF Pokrs, noble BaRD, 
Thy brother PETER ſendeth thee a card, 
To fay thou art an honour to the times 
Yes, PETER telleth thee, that for a King, 
Indeed a moſt extraordinary thing, 
Thou really makeſt very charming rhimes. 


Witneſs thy MouKDEN *, which we all admire; 
Witneſs thy pretty little Ode to TEA, 

Compos'd when ſipping by thy Tartar fire; 
Witneſs thy many a madrigal and glee. 


Believe me, venerable, good KIEN Los, 
Vaſt is my pleaſure that the Muſe's ſong 
Divinely ſoundeth through thy Tartar groves ; 
Still greater, that the fir/? of Eaſtern Kings 
Should praiſe in rhime the Tartar vales and ſprings, 
And pay a tuneful tribute to the Loves. 
A favourite City of the Emperor. Ys 
* 2 | Yet 


3 
Vet how it hurts my claſſic ſoul, to find 
Some Weſtern Kings to poetry unkind ! 
What though they want the ſkill to make a riddle, 
Charade, or rebus, or conundrum ;—ftill 


Thoſe Kings might ſhew towards them ſome good will, 
And nobly patroniſe Apollo's fiddle. 


But ne—the note is, How go ſheep a ſcore ? 
« What, what's the price of bullock ? how ſells lamb ? 
« I want a boar, a boar, I want a boar; 
“J want a bull, a bull, I want a ram.” 
Whereas it ſhould be this“ I want a Barp, 
« To cover him with honour and reward.” 


Kings deem, ah me!] a grunting herd of ſwine 
Companions ſweeter than the tuneful NINE; 
Preferring to Famt's dome, a hog-ſtye's mire; 
The, roar of oxen to Apollo's lyre. | | 


« Lord! is it poffible ?? TI hear thee groan— 
KIEN Loxs, 'tis true as thou art on thy throne : 
For ſouls like, thine, 'tis natural to doubt it 
MACARTNEY can inform thee all about it. 


More bent to che EMPEROR—4 Diſſertation on 
THRONES, and Kings and Ducens—A very proper 
Attack on the French Revolution ifts—The Fate of poor 
REL1G1ON, propheſied—Alſo, of his Helineſs the POPE 

Acre Lamentations on degraded RoyALTY. 


THOU art a fecond Atlas, great E Lone; ; 
ring half th? unwieldy globe, ſo n ; 
But, 


E 
13 | | 
But, Lord! what pigmy ſouls to empire riſe ! 
Unconſcious of its glorious frame, they ſleep— 


Now juſt like mice from pyramids that peep, 
Thinking a hole's a hole, where'er it lies. 


FoRTUNE has too much pow'r in this ſame world 
Things are too often topſy-turvy hurl'd ! 
A bug condemn'd to fly that ſcarce can crawl; 
A maggot taken from his little nut, 
(There by the great ALL-wisE moſt w1/ely put) 
To grovel *midſt the grandeur of St. PAUL ! 


Unluckily moſt thrones are plac'd fo high, 

That Kings can ſcarce their loving ſubjects ſpy, 
Hopping beneath them, like fo many crows; - 

Which ſubjects have in France been taking 

Great liberties in ladder-making, 

© To get up nearer to the royal noſe. 


1 


Thus wrens ere long their pigmy pow'rs will try; 
And, turning to the clouds their little eye, 

Aim to arreſt, by frequent daring flights, 
Their elder brothers of the ſkies, the KITEs a 


And yet I hate a Foot upon a throne— 
We have been happy hitherto, thank God; 
How boys would burſt with laughter, ev'ry one, 
Were monſfey-ſchoolmaſters to hold the red / 


Yet much more- miſchief follows royal fools, 
As realms are on a larger ſcale than ſchools— 
Th* AMERICANS provide againſt all this: 
Which certain Gentlefolk take much amils ! 


And a again, the wives of glorious Kings, 
In generoſity, and ſuch-like things, 
And temper mild, who well themſelves demean, 
Are for the ſubjef a rare happy matter; 
And let me ſay indeed, who ſcorn to flattery-: 
We BRITONS are muſt lucky in a Queen. _ 
OF 


\ 
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Of humbling their ſuperiors, folks ſeem fond, 
And treating Monarchs as ſo many logs ; 
Whereas it is in Courts, as in a pond, 
Some fiſh, ſome frogs. 


Thus do the rebel foes of Sovereigns cry, | 
Rending with vile diſloyalty the ſky : 


« Then will the lucky day be born that brings 
«* A bridle for the inſolencè of Kings? 
« Too ſlowly moves, alas ! the loitering hour! 
« Then will thoſe TYRAanTs ceaſe to fancy MAN 
« A fawning dog in Providence's plan, | 
« Orgain'd to lick the blood- ſtainꝰd rod of Pow's ? 


Kings have their faults undoubtedly, and many— 
The man who contradicts me, is a Zany. | 
Some rob, ſome kill, ſome cheat, ſome cringe and beg; 
Curſt with an av'rice, ſome would ſhave an egg. 
And yet, with all their ſins, I drop a tear 


On what I'm daily forc'd to ſee and hear. 


Great is the change of late ! ſuch horrid ſcenes, 
Such little rev'rence both for Kings and Queens * 
Thus cry the Frenchmen, ſeldom over-nice— 


We want no SCEPTER'D PLUNDERERS of States; 


% Out with them—folly to maintain more cats 
« Than capable of catching mice. 


« Neath to their paraſites—we?ll have no more 

« Leeches that ſuck the heart's blood of the poor. 

« Down with Dukes, Earls, and Lords, thoſe Pagan 
« '"Foſjes. | 

« Falſe gods | —away with ftars, and ſtrings, and. 


« croiles EC 


"The French are "ey wicked, I declare; < 
They raiſe upon one's head, one's very hair; 
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19 
So much thoſe fellows Welty abuſe— 
Of Royalty the purple robe ſo grand, 


Which ſeizes the deep rev'rence of a land, 
They to a malkin turn, to wipe their ſhoes. 


Out with State-pickpockets !” they cry aloud: 

« Death to the rav'nous cages” cries the crowd; 
That happy hover o'er a PzoPLE's groan; _ 

Thieves, in the plunder of an empire dreſt; 

_ © FLATT*RY'S vile carrion flies, on Kings that feaſt ; 

« Rank bugs that ſhelter in tlie wood of thrones ! 


„ The DusTMAN in his cart that hourly ſlaves, 
« Drawn, by an aſs, the partner of his toils, 

_ © Tow'rs far ſuperior to thoſe titled knaves, 

“In coaches glitt'ring with a kingdom's ſpoils !” 


The old fic volo, that with thund'ring found, 
Rous'd all the Provinces of France around, 
(And if great things we may compare to ſmall, 
Juſt like the boatſwain's whiſtle, that makes 1. 
The jovial fellows of a ſhip) 
This great s10 voLo is not heard at all 


To humbler phraſes chang'd by ſome degrees 
ce With your good leave, Meſficurs'—« Sirs, if vou 
| pleaſe.” | 


Ves, favage are the FRENCH to Kings ai Quality 
Void of good manners, common hoſpitality— 
Barb'rous, they dog-like wiſh to pick their, bones; 
Make juſt as much of Dukes as of a duck, 
(Nobility has therefore ſhocking luck) 
And daſh an infant Prince againſt the ſtones. 


Thus butchers aan ſtick a ſucking Pigz 
And o'er a Reon lambkin hum a jig. 


RELIOION too is in a deep decline, 
Her vot'ries treated like a herd of imng 
: G "4. 2b 
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Rich reliques look d upon as rotten lumber 

ho will be canoniz'd for fright” ning devils, 

For bringing back loſt limbs, and curing evils, 
Scald heads, wry necks, and rickets beyond number, 


Without a draught, a bolus, or a pill, 
That of redoubted Doctors foil the ſkill? 


RELIGION, who in France ſome years ago, 
Made in rich ſilks ſo wonderful a ſhow, 
So us'd with all the pride of curls to charin, 
Is now, poor ſoul, oblig'd to beg her bread, 
Wich ſcarce a cap or ribbon to her head, 
Or woollen petticoat to keep her warm. 


Ah! ſinking faſt, *tis thought ſhe may expire; 
Her whips demoliſh'd, and extinct her fire, 
Her pincers broken, ſnapp'd in twain her cleaver, 
That flogg'd, that burnt a ſinner to falvation, 
| Roaſting away the ſouPs adulteration, 
And chopp'd and pinch'd him to a true Believer. 


No longer are her prieſts to be maintain'd— 

Thus is that horrid beaſt the Dev'l unchain'd, 
That roaring Bull at once his triumph ſhows — 
For, if not na; what prieſts will prove their i 

F A. i the good fight, 
d, like ach bull-dogs, nail TI by the noſe ? 


DEATH and the Dev'L, the ſmutty rogue, and SIN, 
A pretty junto, are upon the grin; — 
Hoping to i the dark infernal hole, | 

If all the prieſts refuſe to help a ſfoul— 

That moſt important conteſt then is o'er; | 
Full DEV'L, puil PARSON, will be ſeen no more. 


— 


Ves, at her wounded pow'r RELIOITOx faints; 
Alus l no more old bones ſhall make new Saints; 


** 9 bY 
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No more ſnall LENT, lean Lady, cry her filb ; + 
No more ſhall flices of the croſs be courted 3* » 
Deſpis'd the manger that our Lord ſupported, 

His ſacred pap- ſpoon, and the V irgin's diſh, 


No abſolutions, like potatoes, :fold ; © 3 
No purgatory-ſouls redeem'd by gold: gn 
No more in cloth ef gold, and red-heel d ſhoes, . 
Bag-wig and ſwore, a mob the Saviour * views — 
Sold no certificates + of good behaviour, 8 

To ſhow the Lord, the Virginy and that Saviour. 


No more ſhall Mtn acLs obtain u 1 
Laugh at old Time, and break Dame © ES s laws "Fs 
No more dead herrings fill'd with life and motion, 2 
Leap from the frying-pan, and ſwim the | ocean. | 


Soon may this wicked Spirit ſteal, to Rome, | 
And poiſon ev'ry ſacred dome; | 

Reliques be kick'd and mock'd by many; A gider— 1 
The Pontiff to the very wor f Bouſe brought, : 
Or, what could never have been "thought, 
Plump'd with his triple crown into the ;Lyber : : 


- X — 


There may we view him nden wild about, 
With not a SAINT he dubb'd to pull him out: ** 


— 


The fair chaſte quilts; from angel ny procur' d., 

Be turn'd to uſes. not to be endur'd;. 7&6 

To villain pens, inſtead of crow-quills cut, ed 
To draw lewd figures, and deliver ſat - +4? 


hs © Once a year this inge mummery is OY in France, and in 
other Romiſh countries. : 

+ In ſome part of Ruſſia, narrow ſlips of paper, in form of a ribbon, 
conſecrated by the Biſhop, are ſold for about three-pence-a-piece, and 
bound about the heads of dying people. They are certificates of their 
good behaviour. The inſcription on each is as follows:“ To old 
« God Almighty, to young God Almighty, and young God Almighty's 
= e is to certify that the bearer hereof died a good Chriſ- 


"IF | C 2 ; Melted 


l 
Melted the Church's facred plate to mugs, 
To candleſticks, to punch-ladles, and jugs ; 


To porringers the pipes & of ſacred tunes, 
And filver Chriſts to caniſters and ſpoons. 


Phials that held of ſaints the ſuffering ſighs, 
Seen by the dimmeſt of believing eyes, 
Lo, to the meaneſt offices ſhall fink—— 
Hold aguafortis, or reviling ink ! 


The VizGix's gowns and garters, ſtockings, ſhoes, 
Sold to her enemies, perhaps, the Jews 
Her paint, curls, caps, hoop, gauzes, muſlin, lace, 
Sold to trick harlots for a rogue's embrace ! ! 


Now to diſloyal mongrels we return, 
That bark at Kings, and for confuſion burn. 


How have our mighty Monarchs been brought down 

Trod in tue duſt, like ſome old wig, the Cow]! 
The WEARERS - ſome confin'd in jails ſo dread; 3 

Some ſhot—ſome poiſon'd with as much ſang -froid, 

As though the Mos had merely been employ'd 

To knock a thieving polecat on the head. 


In birth the punk ic ſees no kind of merit / 

Think of the preſent equalizing ſpirit | 
Amidſt the populace how rank it ſprings ! 

Nay, from the palaces the VIRTuEs fly, 


While botdly entering from their beaſtly ſtye, 
"Tv vulgar PASSIONS ruſh to pig with Kings 


. of the Organs. 


. 
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The PoE ſweetly reproveth the EMPEROR for neglecting 
to turn a penny in an honeſt way, and demonſtrateth the 
inconveniency of  Generoſity—proving that 'a mind on 
a broad ſcale may 2 Productive of NARROW circum- 
ſtances. 


GREAT KING, thou . educateſt ſwine, 
Nor takeſt goſlins under thy tuitionngn 

Nor boardeſt by the week thy neighbour” 8 kine, 
Like PHAROAH 's—that 3 is, in a lean condition. 


Nor doſt thou cut down palaces to pens, F 
Nor ſendeſt unto market cocks and hens ; 
Nor to a butcher ſelleſt pork and beef: 
Nor wool nor egg merchant, O King, art thou ; 
Nor doſt thou watch the girl who milks the cow, 
F or fear the girl might lip, and prove. a chief ; 


Nor ſetteſt traps to ſave thy fowls and har 
And catch thy loyal ſubjeCts-by the legs.— 


Nor doſt thou go a ſhopping, mighty King; 

I know that thou deſpiſa ſuch a thing; | 
Yes, to expoſe ſuch meanneſs thou art loath— 

Thou ſcorn'ſt to pride thyſelf on buying cheap, 
And for ſome trifle a huge pother keep, 

An ounce of blackguard t, or a yard of cloth. 


Nor doſt thou (which ſome People may deem ſtrange) 
Send Pages with a halfpenny for change; 


14 coarſe ſnuff, fo emphatically called. 


Nor 
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Nor doſt thou which would be a crying fin) 
Cheat of his dues the Parſon of PE-KIx. 


Thy mind was form'd upon an ampler ſcale-: 
Each thought is generofity—a whale : 

Not a poor ſprat to dunghills to be hurl'd 
Thy ſoul a dome illum'd by GranDEuR's rays, 
That o'er thy mighty empire caſts a blaze; 

A beacon to inform a world. 


But, ah! KiEN Lons, thou never wilt be rich, 


if generoſity thy heart bewitch : 

What ſays Economy ? © Let ſubjects groan 15 
« Let Mis ERL's howl be muſic to thine ear 
« Yes, let the widow's and the orphan's tear 

« Fall printleſs on thy heart as on a ſtone.” 


The ſouls of many kings are vulgar entries, 
With not a ruſhlight midſt the diſmal winding; 5 


A long, dark, dangerous, dreary way, paſt finding 
HyPocRisy and MEANNEss the two ſentries. 


AMBITION, that on riches caſts its eyes, 
Mounts on the tempeſt of a ProPLE's fig hs / 

O Emp'ror, GExnERosITY's a fool— 

She. wants adyice from ſaving Wr5Dom's ſchool, 


Look at a ſmiling field of graſs : 


Nothing can eat it out, nor horſe nor als, 


Provided that you put, to ſpare the feaſt, 


A padlock on the mouth of ev'ry beaſt, 
Thus, muzzle but thy palace now and a 
Thou wilt be wealthy among ſcepter'd men. 


Invite not a whole MrII ION +- to thine hunt: 
Thy purſe with ſuch a heayy weight would grunt. 


+ This is the number of the Emperor's attendants, in general, at a 
hunt. | 
In 
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In England, when a King a deer unharbours, 
The ſport a half a dozen butchers ſhare; 


Of ſmutty chimney-fweeps perchaunce à pair; 
With probably a brace or two of barbers. 


What though 'tis not guite royal —ſtill we boaſt 
Of gaining glorious fun with little coſt. 
The pocket is a very ſerious matter | 
Small beer allayeth thirſt—nay, ſimple water. 


The ſplendor of a chace, or feaſt, or ball, 
Though ſtrong, are paſſing, momentary rays— 

The luſtre of a little hour; that's all- | 
While guineas with eternal ſplendor blaze. 


PETER breaketh out into a ſtrange rhapſody, ſo unlike 
PETER, who chrifteneth himſelf the Pog'r of the 
PEOPLE—He adviſeth the EMPEROR to actions never 
practiſed by Kings Is it, or is it not, one continued | 
vein of pappy Irony? | 


GIVE oe from thy privy purſe aways 

I fay— 
Nay, ſhould thy coffers and thy bags run ver, 
Neglect or penſion MERIT on the Poor. 


Give not to Hoſpitals—thy Name's enough : 

To death-face FAMINE, not a pinch of ſnuff — 
On WEALTH thy quarry, keep a falcon-view, 
And from thy very children ſteal their due. 


| Should 
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Shouldſt thou, in hunts, be tumbled from thy horſe, 
Unlucky, midſt ſome river's rapid courſe 

Though ſharp between thyſelf and Death the ſtrife, 
Give not the Page a fous that faves thy life. 


Should Dave allure thee to ſome FAIx-ONE's arms, 
Who yields thee all the luxury of charms,  . 
And deluges thy panting heart with bliſſes; 
Take not a'ſixpence from thy groaning cheſt, - 
To buy a ribbon for the fragrant breaſt _ _. 
That ſwell'd with all its ardour to thy kiſſes. 


Buy not a garland for her flowing hair; 
Buy not of mittine, or of gloves; a pair, 
To ſhield her hands from froſt, or SUMMER'S ray ; 
Buy not a bonnet to defend her face, 
Nor *kerchief to protect each ſnowy grace, 
And deck her on ſome rural holiday. 


But ſuffer her in homely geer to pine, 
In ſimple elegance where others pine. 


Thou probably mayſt anſwer, with a groan, _. 
« What! give a vile. contagion to the throne /! 

« Perdition catch the wealth, in heaps that lies, 

_ © Whilſt trodden MEeRIT lifts her aſking eyes. 


That calf, ſhall th Ge grin, 
« Deck'd by the ſweat of Lazour's ſun-burnt ſkin, 
« Poor cart-horſe, envied een his very oats ? 
„ Heavns ! ſhall this Mummer OsTExnTATION eh, 
R oaſt in the fun, thou Mos, in aſhes lie; 
« Zine be the guineas, SLAVE, and thine the grodts. 


« Mine be the luxury of wine and oil, 

Thine that I condeſcend to drink thy toil.” 
Ah! ſay'ſt thou thus ?—dares honour this high pitch? 
Then, noble ENtp'Rok, thou wilt ne'er be rich. 


Gold 
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Gold ſhould not gather i in a ſubjet?'s cheſt 
Ihe crew grows mutinous—it cannot reſt; 
Tr talketh of equality, indeed | 
No, let the Monarth's bags and coffers hold 
The flatt' ring, mighty, nay, all- mighty gold; 
On this ſhall brawny Pow' R his ſinews rod; | 


Jove's eagle near the throne, with eye of fire, 

The vengeance-bearer of the royal ire 

Enrich the realm, $UBoRDINATION dies 
Wealth gives a wing that daſbes at the ſizes. 


Bluſh not, though up to neck, to noſe, in gold, 
To let thy fav'rite Mandarine be told, 
The Emp'ror pants for money—hunt about:“ 
And ſhould thy Minitter, with impious breath, 
Say, „ SIRE, we've ſqueez'd the n me to 
death 
Off with the villain's head, or kick him out. 


*Tis pleaſant to look down upon the hovel, 
And count the royal treaſure with a ſhavel / 
Pleaſant to mark the whites of withing eyes, 
And hear of PovRR x the fruitleſs ſighs 
Grand, on their knees to ſee the million cow'r ! 


Pale, ſtarv'd ſubmiſſion 1 is the feat of Pow's. 


Pr ythee, to Europe come, K1EN Lox, with ſpeed : 
We'll give thee much inſtruction on this head; 

Nay, ſome examples alſo ſhall be brought, 

Which beats a cold dry precept all to nought. 


PRECEPT's a pigmy, hectick, weak, and flight ; 
EXAMPLE is a giant in his might. | 

Then, pr'ythee, to our EUROPE haſte to ſtare; | 4 
Lo, EuroPE ſhall produce thee ſuch a Pair ! | | 
A Pair ! to whom lean Av'RIcE is a fool, | 4 
And means to take a leſſon from their ſchool. 


3 1 


PETER giveth an account of the expedition of Lord Ma- 
CARTNEY, and, contrary to the tenor of the preceding 
Ode, abſolutely recommendeth Ota to the 
EMPEROR. | | 


KIEN LONG, our GREAT GREAT PEOPLE, and 
225 "SQUIRE PITT, 
Fam'd through the univerſe for ſaving wit, 
Have heard uncommon tales about thy wealth'; 
And now a veſſel have they fitted out, 
Making for good Kitxn Lord a monſtrous rout, 
To trade, and beg, and aſk about his health. 


This, to my ſimple and unconnying mind, 

Seems economical and very kind 

And now, great EMPEROR of China, ſay, 
What handſome things haſt thou to give away? 


- 


Acc pr a proverb out of W1spom's {chools— 
© Barbers firſt learn to ſhave, by ſhaving Fools.” 
PITT ſhav'd our faces firſt, and made us grin— 
Next the poor French—and now the hopeful Lan, 
Ambitious of the honour, ſeemeth mad 
To oy this razor's edge upon thy chin. 


T HEE as a generous Prince we all regard ; 
For ev'ry preſent, lo, returning double. 
Tis therefore thought that thou wilt well reward 
The ſhip. and BAD MACARTNEY for their trouble. 


And 


E | 
And now to GEORGE and CHARLOTTE what the ** 
ſents? PR 5 
No humming- birds, we beg—no owls, no pbeaſants ; 


Such gifts will put the palace in a ſweat— 
For God's fake ſend us nothing that can eat. 


„ What gifts, I wonder, will thy KING and Quzzx- 
« Send to KIEX Lons?”—thou cry'ſt. —Not muck I 
wieen; | 
| They can't afford it; they are very poor— __ 
And though they ſhine in fo ſublime a ſtation, 
They are the poore/? people in the nation, 
So wide of Charity their neat + trap-door | F4* 


Our King may ſend a dozen cocks and hens ; "ip 
Perhaps a pig or two of his own breeding; 

Perhaps a pair of turkies from his pens; 
"Perhaps a duck of his own feeding 


Or poſſibly a half a dozen geeſe, 

Worth probably a half a crown a-piece; 
And that he probably may deem enough,— 

Her gracious MajzsTY may condeſcend 

Her precious compliments to ſend, 


Tack'd to a pound or two of ſnuff : 


The hiſtory of Strelitz too, perhaps; 
A place that cuts a figure in the Maps. 


Moſt mighty Emr*RoR, be thou not afraid 
That we ſhall generoſity upbraid : 
Send heaps of things—poh ! never heed the mea- 
ſure 
If Palaces won't hold the precious things, 
Behold, the beſt of Queens and ee of Kings 
Will build them Barns to hold the treaſure. 


F Reader, this expreſſion is uncommonly beautiful. —The meſt ſecret 
charities are generally the largeſt, and moſt acceptable to Gop. 
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| I know thy delicacy's ſuch, 
Thou fancieſt thou canſt fend tao nuch 


1 | But as I know the Great Ones of our iſle, 
The very thought indeed would make them fmile, 


Lord! couldſt thou end the Chineſe Empire o'er, 
So hungry, we ſhould gape for more 

Yes, couldft thou pack the Chinefe Empire up, 
We'd make no more on't than a China cup; 


Ev'n then My LADY SCHWELLENBERG would bawl, 
« Gote dem de r ſhabby . dis all ?”” 5; 


Whales very rarely make 2 hearty meal— 

Thus Princes an eternal hunger feel; 

Moreover, fond of good things wand s * 

Whoſe ftomach' s motto ſhould. be, nunguam ſatis. 
Then load away with rarities the ſhip, 

And let us cry, She made a handſome trip,” 

But mind, no humming-birds, apes, owls, mackaws z ; 
The dev'] take e chat can . their j . 


DIMPLICITY, I dote upon thy tongue; ; 


And thee, O white. rob d TRUTH, I've rev 'renc'd 


long. 
I'm fond too of that Haſhy varlet Wir, 


Who ſkims earth, fea, benin, hall, exifience dr, 


To put the merry table in à raar; 
And ſhake the ſides with laugh-copvylſing fit. 


O. yes in ſweet S1MPLICITY I glory 
To her we owe a charming little ſtory. 


WILLIAM PENN, NATHAN, 


AMD THE BAILIFF, 
A TALE. 


'AS well as I can recolleQ, 
It is a ſtory of fam'd WILLIAM Penn, 
By bailiffs oft beſet, without effect, 
Like numbers of our Lords and Gentlemen 


Wikazade had got a private hole to ſpy 


The folks who came with writs, or © How d'ye do?“ 


Poſſeſſing, too, a penetrating eye, ' 
Friends from his foes the Quaker quickly knew. 


A bailiff 
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A bailiff in Ae one day, | 
Though not diſguis'd to our friend W1LL, 
Came, to WII I's ſhoulders compliments to pay, 
Conceal'd, the catchpole thought, with ee e 
ſkill. 


Boldly he knock'd at WILLIAM's door, 
Dreſt like a gentleman ſrom top to toe, 
TT quick admittance, to be ſure— 
But no! 


WiLL's forvane NATHAN, with a rait-hair'd head, 
Unto the window gravely ſtalk'd, not ran— 
« Maſter at home?“ the Bailiff ſweetly ſaid— 
« Thou canſt not ſpeak to him,” replied the Man. 


« What,” quoth the Bailiff, © won't he ſee me then ?” 

« Nay, ſnuffled N ATHAN, let it not thus ſtrike 
« thee 3 5 

« Know, verily, that WiLLiam PENN | 555 
* Hath ſeen thee, but he doth not ike thee.” 


TO 
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T0 A vey: 


. TAKEN OUT OF A BOWL OF PUNCH. 


An poor intoxicated little knave, 

Now ſenſeleſs, floating on the fragrant wave; 
Why not content the cakes alone to munch ? 

Dearly thou pay'ſt for buzzing round the bowl; 

Loft to the world, thou buſy ſweet-lipp'd foul— 
Thus Death, as well as Pleaſure, dwells with Punch. 


# Now let me take thee out, and moraliſe 
Thus 'tis with mortals, as it is with flies, 
For ever hankering after Pleaſure's cup: 
Though FATE, with all his legions, be at hand, 
The beaſts, the draught of CIRcE can't withſtand, 
Ze But in goes every noſe—they muſt, will ſup. 


Mad are the paſſions, as a colt untam'd ! 
When PRUDENCE mounts their backs, to ride them 
mild, | | 
They fling, they ſnort, they foam, they riſe inflam' 4, 
Inſiſting on their own ſole will ſo wild. 


Gadſbud ! my buzzing friend, thou art not dead; 

Thy Fates, ſo kind, have not yet ſnipp'd thy thread— 

By heav'ns, thou mov'ſt a leg, and now its brother, 
And kicking, lo, again thou mov'ſt another 


And now thy little drunken eyes uncloſe; 
And now thou feeleſt for thy little noſe, 

And finding it, thou rubbeſt thy two hands; 
Much as to ſay, « I'm m glad I'm here again“ 
And well mayſt thou rejoice— tis very * 

That near wert thou to DEATH's unſocial lands. 


And 
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And now thou rolleſt on thy back about, 

Happy to find thyſelf alive, no doubt 
Now turneſt on the table making rings; 

Now crawling, forming a wet track, 


| Now ſhaking the rich liquor from thy back, 


Now flutt'ring nectar from thy ſilken wings: 


Now ſtanding on thy head, thy ſtrength to find, 
And poking out thy ſmall, long legs behind; 
And now thy pinions doſt thou briſkly ply; 
Preparing now to leave me— farewell, Fly! 


Go, join thy brothers on yon ſunny board, 

And rapture to thy family afford 

There wilt thou meet a miſtreſs, or a wife, 

That ſaw thee drunk, drop ſenſeleſs in the ſtream; 

Who gave, perhaps, the wide-refounding ſcream, 
And now fits groaning for thy precious life. 


Yes, go and carry comfort to thy friends, 
And wiſely tell them thy imprudence ends. 


Let buns and ſugar for the future charm ; 

Thefe will delight, and feed, and work no harm— 
Whilſt PUNCH, the grinning merry imp of fin, . 

Invites th' unwary wand'rer to a kiſs, 

Smiles in his*face, as though he meant him bliſs, 
Then, like an Alligator, drags him in. 
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FLEAS OF TENERIFFE.. 


Written in the Year 1768, at Sax TA Cruz, in m. 
pany with a Son of the late Admiral BoSCAWEN, at 
the Houſe of Mr. MACKERRICK, a Merchant 'F 
that Plate, . 


a F- #7 N , 5 TW by 1 * 79 7 * [ : 4 ” . 


Ye hae natives of a chunk land d bed, 6 
Whoſe bones, perchaunce, may ache as well as ours, 

O let us reſt in peace the weary head. 

This night—the firſt we ventur'd to your bow'rs. 


Thick as a flock of n on our ſkins, 1 
Ye turn at once to brown, the lily's white; | 

Ye ftab us alfo, like ſo many pins— PTE . 
SLEEP ſwears he can't come near us whilſt: ye bites” 


In vain we preach—in vain the candle's ray 5 
Broad flaſhes on the imps, for blood that itch— 

In vain we bruſh the buſy hoſts away 

Fearleſs, on other parts their thouſands' pitch. 


And now I hear a hungry varlet cry, 

« Fat hearty, Fleas—they're ſome Outlandiſh Men 
Fat ſtuff—no Spaniards all fo lean and dry 29 
„ Such charming ven'ſon ne*'er may come agen.“ 
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How ſhall we meet the morn ?—With ſhameful eyes! 
With nibbled hands, and eke with nibbled faces, 

Juſt like two turkey-eggs, we ſpeckled riſe, | 
Scorn'd by the LoyRs, and mock'd by all the GRACES. 


What will the ſtately Nymph, Joanna *, fay ? {oj 
How will the beauteous CATHERINA * ſtare! 

« Away, ye naſty Britons—foh ! away,” 
In founds of horror will exclaim the Fair. 

What though we tell them *twas MACKERRICK's f 

| bed? 

What though we ſwear 'twere all MaACKERRICK:s 

| fleas? 

Diſguſted will the Virgins turn the head ; 

No more we kiſs their fingers on our knees. 


No more our groaning verſes greet their hand ; 

No more they liſten to our panting proſe ; 5 
No more beneath their window fhall we ſtand, 
And ſerenade their beauties to repoſe. N 


The Converſationi t Meet their end; 
The love-inſpir'd Fandango warms no more; 
The laugh, the nod, the whiſper, will offend; 
The leh, the ſquint, the ſqueezes, all be o'er. 


But, O ye ruthleſs hoſts, an Arab train, 
Ye daring light - troops of that roving race, 
Know ye the ſtrangers whom with blood ye ſtain? 
Know ye the voyagers ye thus diſgrace ? 


One is a DocTor, of redoubted '{kill, | 

A Briton born, that dauntlefs deals in death; | 
Who to the Weſtern InD proceeds to kill, 
And, probably, of, thouſands ſtop the breath: 


* Young Spaniſh Ladies of the firſt faſhion. 
+ He is a principal man in the iſfand, and nuch reſpected. 
At his Excellenc y's the Governor, 


2 | A Barp, 
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A Bax D, whoſe wing of thought, and verſe of fire, 
Shall bid with wonder all PARNAssus ſtart; 


A BaRD, whoſe converſe Monarcuns ſhall admire, 
| And, happy, learn his lofty Odes by heart *, 


The other, lo, a Pupil rare of Mars, 
A youth who kindles with a FAaTHER's flame; 
BosCcAwEN call'd, who fought a rien s wars, 
And gave to Immortality a name. 


Lo, ſuch are we, freebooters, whom ye bite 

Such is our Britiſh Quality, O Fleas |— 
Then ſpare our tender ſkins this one, one night— ' 
| To-morrow eat MACKERRICE, if ye pleaſe. 


Fart of this prophecy has been amply verified. 


* % 
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te preſent unnatural and fatal enmity SOUL thoſe beſt 
creatures in the world, KinGs and QUEENS, putting 
our moſt AUGUST COUPLE more on their guard againſt 
evil machinations, hy ſelecting Mr. TowNsEND, Ar. 
Macmanus, and Mr. JEaALous, the moſt accom- 
Pliſbed Thief-takers upon earth, to watch over them as 

2 Garde de corps: fuch an important circumſtance, ſo 
illuminative of the hiſtorical page, could not eſcape the 
eagle eye of the Lyric Bar, who, in conſequence, 
has addreſſed an Ode of praiſe and admonition to the 
” Nera Gentlemen. 
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Mezsszs. TOWNSEND, MAC MA NVS, 
AND FEALOUS, 


The Tr1EF-TAXERS and ATTENDANTS on MAJESTY. 


YE friends to Jus rIcE GiBBET, JUSTICE JAIL, 

And JusTicE CART's ſlow-moving tail, 

Accept the Bak p's ſincere congratulation— 
Ve glorious imps, of thief-ſuppreſling ſpirit, 
Elected, for your moſt heroic merit, 

The Guardians. of the Rulers of the Nation. 


When BLoop, that enterpriſing Chap, 
. Attempted only on the crown a rape, 

Pale HorRoR rais'd her hands, and roll'd het eyes 
But thould ow knave, with fingers moſt unclean, 


Attempt | 


= 
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Attempt to ſteal away our KI G and Que, 
How would the Empire in diſorder riſe! 


Juſt like the nations of the honied hive, „ 
Who, if they loſe their Sov*REIGN, never thrive. 


At midnight, lo, ſome knave might ſteal fo fly, 
In filence, on the royal ſleepy eye, 

And, giving to his ſacrilege a looſe, ' 
Bear off the mighty. Monarch on his back, 
Juſt as ſly Reynard, in his night attack, 

Bears from the farmer's yard a gentle gooſe. 


Ye glorious thief-takers, O watch the Pair; 
We cannot ſuch a precious couple ſpare 
O, cat-like, guard the door againſt 'T'oM PAINE : 
Tou PAINE's an artful and rebellious dog, 
Swears 'that a ſacred throne is but a log, 
And MoNARCHs too expenſive to maintain. 


I know their Majeſties are in a Sight; ; 
I know they very badly ſleep at night— 
Tom PAINE's indeed a moſt terrific word; 


A name of fear, that ſounds in ev'ry wind, 
A goblin damn'd, that haunts the royal mind ; 
Of DaMoCLEs, the hair- ſuſpended ſword. 


Why ſhould our glorious Sov'reigns be unbleſt ? 
Why by a paltry ſubject be dittreſt? 

Is there no poiſon for Tom Paint THO ! 
Is there no halter for this knave of knaves ? 


| Audacious fellow | lo, the Crown he braves, 
And calls the Kingdom a poor burden'd aſs. 


For this poor burden'd aſs, he ſwears he feels, 
And bids him lift, a regicide, his heels. 


What a bright thought in GEOROE and cnantor rb, 
i. W to eſcape each wicked varlet, 


- And 


2 4. 
And diſappoint Tom PAIN E's diſloyal crew, 
Fix'd on the brave MACKANUS, TownsEND, Jza- 
LOUS, | 


Delightful company, delicious fellows, 
To point out, ev'ry minute, who is whe / 


To huſtle from before their noble Graces, 

| Raſcals with ill-looking deſigning faces, 
Where treaſon, murder, and ſedition, dwelt ; 

To give the life of ev'ry Newgate wretch ; - 

To ſay who next the fatal cord ſhall ftretch— 
The ſweet hiſtorians of the penſive cell. 


O with what joy, felonious acts ye view! 
How pleas'd, a thief or highwayman to hunt 
Bleſt as Connwartis Tiepoo to purſue ; 
Bleſt as old Purs'Ram Brow, and HURRY TURT ! 


How itch your fingers. to entrap a thief | 
How nimbly you purſue him !—with what ſoul 
Track him from haunt to haunt, to mercy deaf, 
And ne at laſt the felon from his hole ! 


Thus when a CHAMBERMAID a FLEA eſpies, 
How beats her heart ! what lightnings fill her eyes ! 
To ſeize him, lo, her twinkling fingers ſpread, 
And ſtop his travels through the realms of bed. 


He hops—the eager damſel marks the jump; 

Now ſudden falls in thunder on his rump— 

She miffes—off hops BLOODSUcKER again: 

The nymph with wild alacrity purſues ; 

Now loſes fight of him, and now gets views, | 
Whilſt all her trembling nerves with ardour ſtrain. 


Now fairly tir'd, with melancholy face, | 
Poor ſighing Sus Ax quits th” important chace ;— 

Once, more reſolv'd, ſhe brightens up her wits, 
And, furious, to her lovely fingers ſpits— WT 
| | Thrice 


— 


. 


Thrice happy thought] yet, not to flatter, 
Tis not the cleanlieſt trick in nature. 


Now in the blanket deep ſhe ſees him hide, 
Who, winking, fancieth Sus Ax cannot ſee; 
Now Sus Ax drags him forth, with victor pride, 

The. culprit cruſneth; and thus falls the F LEA! 


What pity 'tis for this important nation, 
The Princes all have had their education ! 

What pounds on Gottingen were thrown away! 
How had ye moralis'd their youngling hearts, 
How had ye giv'n an infight of the Arts, DS, 
Y Se neceflary, Sirs, for ſov'reign ſway ! 


CunniNnc's a pretty monitor for Kings; 
She teacheth moſt extraordinary things 
She keepeth ſubjects in their proper ſphere; 
She brings that fool, the Million, tame to hand, 
To dance, to kneel, to proſtrate at command 
A Kingdom is a Monarch's N bear. 


By means of this ſame humble capering beaſt, 
What royal ſhowmen fill their fobs, and feaſt 


O tell the world's great Maſters, not to ſpare— 
A ſubject's murmur is beneath their care: 
When well accuſtom'd to the buſy thong, 

| Flogging's a matter of 'mere-ſport—a ſong. 


All know the tale of BeTTY and the Eel— 

“ You cruel b—h (a man was heard to ſay) 

« To ſerve poor creatures in that horrid way!“ 
“Lord, Sir !”” quoth BETTY, turning on her heel, 
The eels are us'd to it!“ —ſo ſaying, 

And humming £a ira, continued fay:ng. 


O how I envy you each happy name! 
TIME ſhall not eat the mountain of your fame; 


For 


: „„ 
For thus myſelf your Epitaph ſhall write, 
And dare the vile old ſtone- eater to eat. 


"HE EPITAPH, 
Here lie three crimps of death, knock'd down ” 
Tate: 
* N the ſtaunch ieee too, ſo keen; ; 
14 « Who choak'd the little plund'rers of the State, 
{ « And, e ſav'd a mighty and Wr 


a Behold, the Guards, ſo diſappointed, mourn! 
| With jealouſy their glorious boſoms burn, 
To find by you, dread Sirs, uſurp'd their places: : 
What! not the regiments of Death be truſted ! 
* By Thief-takers, O Jeſu ! to be ouſted | 
6 Thief-catchers Gardes de corps unta their Graces l pe 


} T hus, thus exclaim the angry men in red, 
3 | Who, with their ſwords and guns, may go to bed. 


8 Gods ! how I envy our great folk their joys | | 
; ' Your tales of houſe-breakers, thoſe nighly curſes ; 3 
Of Heroes of the Heath, Saint Giles's boys; : 
Hiſt ries of pocket-handkerchiefs and purſes, 


O for minds-royal, what delightful food! 
Stories ſurpaſſing thoſe of RohINx Hoop. / 


Sweet are of ſlight-hand BarRINGTON the tales; 
Of changeful Major SEMPLE, charming too | 
Delicious ſtory through each Hur k prevails, 
Full of inſtruction, pleaſant, ſage, and new. 


Hence the pure ſtreams of thieving ſcience flow, 


Which 1 your mouths to o gaping Monarchs go; 
And 


* 
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And frequently the royal gaze, ye greet 
With curious inſtruments, for robbing meet. 


I bo would net wiſh to ſee the gliding crook, 
With whom the purſes oft in ſilence ſtray ?: 

ze would not on the tools with rapture look, 
That from poſt-chaiſes ſnap the trunks away ? 


FL ho would not ope falſe dice, ingenious bones, ? | 
A curious ſpeculation, worthy thrones. _ ; 


Laugh the loud world, and let it laugh again 

The GREAT of WinDsoR ſhall ſuch mirth diſdain— 
In days of yore, dull days, inſi pid things, 

Kings truſted only to a PEOPLE'S lo 

But modern times in politics improve, 


And Bow ftreet Runners are the thields of 3 


- 


. r. mY 4 
o 
” > rr 
PPP 
: - 
* 
. 


e NN FOI 2 Roe — — — COD ER Gel GAL a — — DN een En CE ———— —— 1 
* 1 hs 8 eee CCC . LIT WT ER Oe I; r . 1 FN * 


MY 


£34 3 


ODE TO CELIA 


«of 


/ * 


Envy muſt own: that thou art paſſing fair; 
Love in thy ſmiles, and Juno in thy air: 
Yet, CLIA, if with Gods I may be free, 


I I think that Jove commits a ſort of ſin, 


By ſtripping all the Graces to the ſkin, 
Merely to make a nonpareille of thee. 


* 


CLI, thou knoweſt too that thou art pleaſing; 
Moſt fpider-like, the hearts of mortals ſeizing; 
And what too maketh me confounded ſour, 
Thou knoweſt what I wiſh to hide, 
Which rather mortifies my pride, 
That I'm a ſimple fly, and in thy pow'r. 


When Nature ſent thee blooming from above, 
She meant thee to ſupport the cauſe of Love; 
To keep alive a beautiful creation— 
Thy graces hoarded, girl, thou muſt be told, 
Are really like the ſordid MisER's gold, 


Worthleſs, for want of circulation. 


Behold ! a guinea, by a proper uſe, 
Another pretty guinea will produce ; 
And thus, O peerleſs girl, thy beauty 
May bring thee cent. per cent. within the year; 
That is, another beauty may appear, . 
If properly it minds its duty. | 


Of 
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Of wonder, lo, thou putteſt on the flare— 
It ſeems a dark and intricate affair; 
Thou wanteſt a good, able, ſound adviſer 
Well, then, my dear, at once agree, | 
As chamber-counſel to take me ; 
I know none better qualified, nor wiſer, 


, 
— —U—ñä—ẽ— . — . — — = 


— eerie er — 
2 


Wa AN 


- 
88 — 22 — 


PN 


6. ee — re 7 - f — i 
n 


8 


' 
Law. * 8 
"A 


4 
\» 


ä 


PRETTY MILLINE R. 


{ 


O NYMPH, with bandbox tripping on ſo ſweet, 
For Love's fake, ſtay thoſe pretty tripping feet, 
Join'd to an ancle, form'd all hearts to ſteal— 
That ancle to the neateſt leg united, 
Perhaps with which I ſhould be much delighted, 
For men by little matters gueſs a deal— 


Love lent thee lips, and lent that bloom divine— 

But, deareſt Damſel, what can make them mine? 
Heav'n reſts upon thoſe heaving hills of ſnow ; 

The faſcinating dimple in thy chin; , 

In ſhort, thy charms without, and charms within, 
Speak, are they purchaſable ?—aye, or no ? 


_ 


= 


Thou ſeeft my foul wild ſtaring from my eyes; 
Let me not burſt in ignorance, fair Maid— 
Why ſheweſt thou, O peerteſs Nymph, ſurpriſe ? 

I am no wolf to eat thee—why afraid ? 


O could I gain by gold thoſe heay'nly charms ! 
Could gold once give thee to my eager arms, 
Lo, into guineas would I coin my heart ; 
"Thoſe would I pour pell-mell into thy lap, 
With thee to wake to love, and then to nap, 

Then wake again—again to ſleep depart. 


All 
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All happy circled in thy arms of bliſs; 
To ſnatch, with riot wild, thy burning kiſs; 
A kiſs !—a thouſand kiſſes let me add— _ 
Ten thouſand from thy unexhauſted mint, 
And then ten thouſand of my don imprint 
Speak, tempting Syren, to a ſwain ſtark mad. 


Heav'ns ! o'er thy cheek how deep the crimſon glows, _ | 
And ſpreads upon thy breaſt of pureſt ſnows ! 
Why mute, my Angel? thou diſdain'ſt reply 

_ *Sdeath ! what a cuckoo, what a rogue am I'! 


O Nymph, ſo ſweet, forgive my wild deſires ; 
'That knaye, thy bandbog, wak'd my, lawleſs hires, 
Bade me ſupect what CHASTITY reveres :— 
What will wipe out th' affront, O Virgin, ſpeak, 
That fluſh'd the roſe of virtue on thy cheek, 
Chill'd thy young heart, and daſh'd thine, eye with 


tears ? 


Go, guard that honour which I deem'd departed— 
O yield thy beauties to ſome ſwain kind-hearted, 
Whoſe ſoul congenial ſhall with thine-unite, 


And Loyvk allow no reſpite from delight, 


A MORAL AFTER-THOUGHT ON THE ABOVE. 


DEAR INnNoCENCE, where'er thou deign'ſt to dwell, 
The PLEASURES ſport around thy fimple cell ; 
The ſong of Nature melts from grove to ron; ; 
Perpetual ſunſhine ſits upon thy vale ; 
CoNnTENT and ruddy HEALTH thy hamlet hail, 
And, Echo waits upon the voice of Lovk. 


But where—but where is ſcowling GviLT's abode 2 
The ſpectred heath, and DAanGER's cavern'd road; 


The 
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The ſhuffling monſter treads with panting bret 
The cloud-wrapp'd ſtorm inſulting roars around, 
FEAR pales him at the thunder's awful ſound, 

He ſtares with horror on the flaſh of death. 


He calls on Dar«ness with affright, 8 
And bids her pour her deepeſt night; 
Her clouds impenetrable bring, 

And hide him with her raven wing ! 


Are theſe the pictures? Then I need not 8 
Nor gape, nor ponder which to chooſe 

O IxNOENcE, this inſtant Tam thy flave— 
What but the greateſt fool would be a nue? 
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LYRIC EPISTLE 
a To 


SIR WILLIAM HAMILTON. 
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SR W1LLIAM ! what, a new eſtate |! 

I give thee joy of + Gania's fate— 

More broken pans, more gods, more mugs, 

More ſnivel bottles, jordans, and old jugs, 

More faucepans, lamps, and candleſticks, and kettles, 
In ſhort, all ſorts of culinary metals | 


Leave not a duſt-hole unexplor'd; 
Something ſhall riſe to be ador'd— 

Search the old bediteads and the rugs ; 
Such things are ſacred—if, by chance, 
Amidſt the wood, thine eye ſhould glance 


On a nice pair of antique bugs; 


Oh, in ſome box the curious vermin place, 
And let us Britons breed the Roman race 


Old nails, old knockers, and old ſhoes, 

Would much DAINES BARRINGTON amuſe; 

Old matts, old diſh-clouts, dripping-pans, and ſpits, 
Would prove delectable to other wits; 

Gods' legs, and legs of old joint ſtools, 

Would raviſh all our antiquarian ſchools. 


+ A newly diſcovered town, ſiſter in misfortune to Herculaneum, 
Pompeia, and Pæſtum. 
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Some rev'rend moth, with ne'er a wing, 
Would charm the * Knight of Soho-Square : 1 


A headleſs flea would be a pretty thing, 
To make the Knight of Wonders ſtare, 


A curl of ſome old Emp'ror's wig, _ 

Or Nero's fiddle, *mid the flames of Röme; 
That gave ſo exquiſite a jig, 

Believe me, would be well worth ſending home: 


Oh, if ſome lumping rarity of gold; 

Thy lucky lucky eyes by chance behold, 
Send it to our good K#*## and gracious Qn: 

No matter what th' inſcription—if there's none, 

Tis all one 

Plain gold will pleaſe, as well as workt'd, I weeh— 

Much will the preſent their great eyes regale, | 

Let it but / cut a figure in the ſeale. EY 


Oh! could an earthquake ſhakey down. Ware, 
And catch th' inhabitants and goods all napping, 


* 


And then a thouſand years the ruin ſhade, 


What fortunes would be quickly made | 
What rare Muſzums from the rubbiſh ed 
Wapping antiquities to glad the eyes 


How portraits of MoLL FL ANDERS, HANNAH SNELL, 


And Miſs D*Eon, thoſe heroines, would ſell ! 
CANNING and SQUIRES! 
How would the dilettanti of the nation 
Devour the prints with eyes of admiration |! 
And to their merits, Poets ſtrike their lyres ! 


Sign-poſts, with Old Blue Boars, and Heads of Nags, 


Would from the proud poſſeſſor draw ſuch brags 


Red Lions, Crowns and Magpies, George the Third— 
The Cat and Gridiron, our moſt gracious Queen, 
With rapt'rous adoration would be ſeen ; 
They would, upon my word. 


* Sir Joſeph Banks. 
Such 
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Such would tranſport the people of hereafter, 
Though ſubjects now of merriment and laughter, 
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|} POSTSCRIPT (ſub Roſa). 


Hiſt !—what freſh ovens of Etrurian ware; 
What pretty jordans has my friend to ſpare ? 
What gods are ripe for digging up, O Knight? 
What Britons, 4nowing in the Virtũ trade, 
Soon as a grand diſcov'ry ſhall be made, 
Are near thee, gudgeon- like, prepar'd to bite? 


What brazen god, baptis'd with chamber lye ®, 
For which the future connoiſſeurs may ſigh, 

1s going into ground, with front ſublime ? 
Hereafter to be worſhipp'd ſoon as feenz 
A reſurrection rare, array'd in green, 

A downright: fatire upon TIME; 


Who ſeems, a poor old fumbling fool, to dote ; 
Taking two thouſand years to make a coat. 


A whiſper—lock'd is the Muſæum door +5 
From whence antiques were wont to ftray ; 
Whoſe parents ne'er fat eyes upon them more, 
So much the little creatures loft their way? 

Pity thou could'ſt not news of them obtain, 
And ſend the gods and godlings back again! 

* Sir WILLIAM keeps an old. antiquarian, to hunt for him, 
who, when he ſtumbles on a tolerable ſtatue, bathes him in urine, 
buries him, and when ripe for digging up, they proclaim a great 
diſcovery no be made, and out comes an antigue for univeral admira- 
50S Some valuable antiques, not long ſince, made their eſcape from the 
Royal Muſzum, and travelled the Lord knows where. 
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Sir WILLIAM, what's become of that ſame Monk . 
From whoſe old corner-cupboard, or old trunk, 
Thine hiſt'ry iſſued about burning mountains J 
For who would toil, and ſweat, and hoe the hill, 
To find, perhaps, of knowledge a poor rill, 
Who eaſily can buy the fountains ? 


O Enight of Naples, is it come to paſs, 

That thou haſt left the gods of ſtone and braſs, 
To wed a deity of fleſh and blood &? 

O lock the temple with thy ſtrongeſt key, 
For fear thy deity, a comely She, 

Should one day ramble in a frolick mood, 


For ſince the idols of a youthful King, 
So very volatile indeed, take wing; 
If his, to wicked wand'rings can incline, | „ 
Lord | who would anſwer, poor old Knight, for thige ? 
Yet ſhould thy Grecian Goddeſs fly the fane, 

I think that we may catch her in Hedge-Lane ||. 
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0 | On a flone thrown at a very GREAT MAN, but which F 
1 : g 

1 | TALK no more of the lucky eſcape of the head, 

1 From a flint ſo unluckily thrown— 5 1 
# I think very diff rent, with thouſands indeed, 

we *T'was a lucky eſcape, for the Stone. 

| |! + He lived in the neighbourhood of Veſuvius, and furniſhed the 

| 4 Kaight with all his volcanic obſervations, which paſs on the world as 

_ bis own,— Nam quod emis, poſſis dicere jure tuum. - 

1 * | $ It is really true—the Knight is married to a beautiful virgin, whom 

| 1 he ſtyles his Grecian. Her attitudes are the moſt de gerable models for L 

| young artiſts, | 

q || The reſort of the 8 corps, an avenue that opens into Cock- 

[ . Ie- 2 

F ö 

; 


* 
a> . - . - 4 4 G 
9 — 
>» e — —— 
. 
> 


. ³· .ꝛmA TT 
2 | 2 3 * VO PE VECIPRLYLISFPRYG A 9 I RS OE RY PWR Env Ars 4- — — = 


E 48* Þ 


T N pF. 


DEAR CHLoE. well I know the ſwain, 

Who gladly would embrace thy chain ;ʒ. 
And who, alas! can blame him? 

Affect not, CHLoE, a ſurpriſe ; 

Look but a moment on theſe eyes, 
Thou'lt aſk me not, to name him. 


— —— ———— pany N 


' S 


ON A NEW-MADE LORD. 


THE carpenters of ancient Greece, 


Although they bought of wood a ſtubborn piece, 


Not fit to make a block—yet, very odd! 


No loſers were the men of chipping trade, 
Becauſe of this fame ſtubborn ſtuff they. made 


A damn'd good God | 


Thus, of the Lower Houſe, a Kup wretch, 
Whoſe mind to A, B, C, can ſcarcely ſtretch, 


Shall, by a Monarch*s all- creative word, 
Become a very decent Lord. 
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WE TO;MY CANDEE: 
THOU lone companion of the ſpectred night, 
I wake amid thy friendly-watchful light, 


To ſteal a precious hour from lifeleſs fleep— 


Hark, the wild uproar of the winds ! and hark, 
HELI's genius roams the regions of the dark, 


And ſwells the thund'ring horrors of the Dzep. 
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From cloud to cloud the pale moon hurrying flies; 
| Now blacken'd, and now Haſhing through her {kres. 


But all is filence here—beneath' thy beam, 
I own I labour for the voice of praiſe— 

For who would fink in dull Oblivion's ſtream? 
Who would not live in ſongs of diſtant days ? 


Thus while I wond' ring pauſe ofer SHAKSPBARE's 

| e n 
I mark, in viſions of delight, the SAGE, 

High o'er the wrecks of man, who ſtands ſublime ; 
A CoLUMN in the melancholy Waſte, | 
(Its cities humbled, and its glories paſt) 

Majeſtic, mid the folitude of TIME. 


Yet now to ſadneſs let me yield the hour— 


Yes, let the tears of pureſt friendſhip ſhow'r. 


I view, alas ! what ne'er ſhould die, 
A Form, that wakes my deepeſt ſigh 

A Form, that feels of Death the leaden fleep— 
Deſcending to the realms of ſhade, 


I view a pale-ey'd panting Maid 


I ſee the VIRTVEs o'er their fav'rite weep. 


Ah! could the Muse's fimple pray'r | 


Command the envied trump of Fame, 
OBLIVION ſhould ErL1za ſpare : 
A world ſhould echo with her- Name. 


Art thou departing too, my trembling friend ? | 
Ah ! draws thy little luſtre to its end? 
Yes, on thy frame, Fate too ſhall fix her ſeal— 
O let me, penſive, watch thy pale decay; 
How faſt that frame, ſo tender, wears away ! 
How faſt thy life the reſtleſs minutes ſteal ! 


How: flender now, alas! thy thread of fire! 
Ah, falling, falling, ready to expire! 
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In vain thy ſtruggles—all will ſoon be oer 

At life thou ſnatcheſt with an eager leap : 

Now round I ſee thy flame fo feeble creep, 

Faint, leſs'ning, quiv'ring, glimm'ring—now no more 


Thus ſhall the ſuns of ſcience fink away, 
And thus of Beauty fade the faireft flow'r— _ 
For where's the GIANT who to Time ſhall ſay, 


* DeſtruQtive Tyrant, I arreſt thy power?“ 
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